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FREE!  BEAUTIFUL 
qUEEN  ASTRID  SET! 


Among  the  most  attractive  portrait  stamps  are 
those  issued  by  Belgium  in  1935  mourning  the 
tragic  death  of  lovely  Queen  Astrid.  We  will  send, 
absolutely  free,  a set  of  three  of  these  desirable 
stamps  to  all  who  request  our  four  interesting  and 
valuable  publications  on  stamp  collecting,  enclos- 
ing 10c  to  cover  mailing  expenses. 

These  four  publications,  which  will  give  you  a world 
of  information  about  the  fascinating  hobby  of  stamp 
collecting,  consist  of  the  following:  1.  The  Stamp 
Finder  (enables  you  to  tell  at  a glance  the  country  any 
stamp  is  from)  The  Stamp  Collector's  Dictionary  and 
The  Ten  Rarest  Stamps  in  the  World;  2.  32- page  illus- 
trated booklet:  How  to  Start  a Stamp  Collection  and 
How  to  Organize  a Stamp  Club;  3.  The  Stamp  Collec- 
tor's Annual  Catalog  which  lists,  at  economical  prices 
“everything  for  the  stamp  collector”;  4.  large  illus- 
trated 5b-page  catalog  of  United  States,  British  North 
America,  a Better-Grade  Foreign  Stamps. 


BOSTON,  MASS. 


H.  E.  HARRIS  Cr  CO 

“Everything  for  the  Stamp  Collector” 
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Kennedy’s 

UNDER-GRAD  SHOP 
Is  the  Favored  Shop 
of  High  School  Men 

Show  us  an  undergrad  with  pride  in  his  appearance  and 
we’li  wager  seven  times  out  of  ten  he’s  a Kennedy  customer 
— and  we’re  improving  this  impressive  average  all  the  time. 
If  you  are  among  those  who  have  not  as  yet  come  to 
Kennedy’s  for  your  clothes  start  now! 

KENNEDY’S 

Summer  & Hawley 

FOURTH  FLOOR 
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Preparation  for  College  by  Certificate  or  Examination 
SEND  FOR  CATALOGUE  NOW 

1089  Boylston  Street,  Boston 

Telephone,  COMmonwealth  9262 


Please  mention  The  Register 


LATIN  SCHOOL  REGISTER 


Official  Organ  of  the  Undergraduate  Body  of  the 


BOSTON  LATIN  SCHOOL 
AVENUE  LOUIS  PASTEUR 
BOSTON,  MASS. 


^CONTENTS 


W 


IM 


f 


II  Bt 

©) 


1 


M 


I 


y 


V®IL  ILWOWD.S 


PAGE 

Editorials 

In  Memoriam  4 

Frater  Discedit  5 

An  Essential  of  Safety-Training  6 

Something  Ought  to  be  Done  About  It  . 8 

Orchids  to  Latin 8 

High  Marks  at  Boston  Latin  School  in  the 

College  Entrance  Examinations 9 

White  Devils  10 

The  Awakening 11 

After  the  Clock  Struck 13 

Hotel  Episode 14 

Ramblings  of  the  Register’s  Raving  Reporter  ....  18 
Humor  Department 

The  Results  of  a Flunk  19 

Eddie  Cantor  Speaks  21 

Jokes  22 

( ioing  Up  22 

Love  Wisdom  23 

More  Jokes  (?)  23 

Horatio  at  the  Bridge 24 

An  Excuse  and  an  Apology  24 

Declamation  25 

Brutus’  Ghost  Walks  Again 25 

Musings 26 

Paper  27 


IFEEItyAI^V 


Published  monthly  except  July,  August  and  September 

TERMS:  One  dollar  per  year;  by  mail  one  dollar  and  a quar- 
ter. Special  copies,  price  depending  on  the  issue  itself.  Ad- 
vertising rates  on  application.  Contributions  solicited  from 
under-graduates.  All  contributions  must  be  plainly, 
neatly,  and  correctly  written,  on  one  side  of  the  paper  only. 
Contributions  will  be  accepted  wholly  with  regards  to  the 
needs  of  the  paper  and  the  merits  of  the  manuscript. 


Entered  as  2nd  class  matter  in  the  U.  S.  Post  Office 


4 


LATIN  SCHOOL  REGISTER 


jlit  fHpmnriam 

The  death  of  THOMAS  ALOYSIUS  O’DONNELL  has  taken 
from  our  midst  a Master  who,  during  the  thirteen  years  of  his 
service  here,  gave  his  whole  thought  and  strength  devotedly  to  the 
School.  The  success  of  his  boys  in  college  shows  how  thoroughly 
he  did  his  work. 

His  relations  with  the  Masters  were  always  of  the  pleasantest. 
He  was  easy  to  live  with,  always  ready  with  a cheery  word;  and 
that  contagious  smile  of  his  will  always  stay  in  our  memory. 

His  open-minded  liberality  and  friendliness  made  itself  felt 
among  pupils  and  teachers  alike.  He  was  a man  who  placed  an 
unusually  high  value  upon  individual  friendships.  Underneath 
his  open-heartedness  and  gaiety,  however,  was  a serious  and 
deeper  vein.  This  side  of  his  character  was  not  immediately  ap- 
parent; one  had  to  know  him  well  to  appreciate  it,  and  then  only 
did  one  really  understand  the  depth  of  his  feeling. 

Exstinctus  amabitur  idem. 


[ Resolution  Drawn  Up  by  the  Faculty  ] 
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Thomas  Aloysius  O’Donnell 

The  sad  duty  has  fallen  upon  us  this  month  of  acknowledging 
the  death  of  one  who  for  thirteen  years  was  a friend  not  only  of 
the  faculty,  but  of  the  student  body  as  well.  Mr.  Thomas  A. 
O’Donnell  was  a teacher  dear  and  close  to  us  all,  for  he  had  that 
elusive  ability  of  bringing  himself  close  to  the  student;  he  seemed 
to  understand  the  boy’s  point  of  view  in  everything  he  said  or 
did.  Perhaps  the  fact  that  he  was  blessed  in  this  respect  arose 
from  the  memory  of  his  own  days  at  Latin  School. 

Another  characteristic  that  brought  his  pupils  to  accept  him 
as  one  of  their  own  was  his  love  of  sports;  and  if  there  is  any- 
thing a boy  can  understand  in  a man,  it  is  this  love  of  sports- 
manship and  competition.  It  was  a familiar  sight,  and  now  a 
touching  memory,  to  see  a newspaper  outspread  on  his  desk  in  the 
morning  before  school,  opened  wide  to  the  Sports  Pages.  How 
easy  it  is  now  to  remember  with  painful  clearness  each  little 
action  and  mannerism,  each  trivial  incident,  now  that  they  belong 
to  the  past. 

With  the  passing  of  Mr.  O'Donnell,  we  feel  sincerely  the  loss 
of  a confrere  and  benefactor.  He  was  eminently  fair,  tolerant, 
and  unpretentious.  Latin  School  has  lost  one  of  its  most  amiable 
and  beloved  masters. 
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AN  ESSENTIAL  OF  SAFETY-TRAINING 

As  winter  continues,  bringing  with  it  ice  and  snow,  more  opportunities  are 
presented  to  the  Grim  Reaper.  How  many  times  has  one  read  in  the  newspapers 
that  “Buddy”  Blank  was  killed  by  an  automobile  while  coasting?  In  almost  all 
of  these  deaths,  the  child  is  to  blame:  either  he  is  coasting  on  a main  highway, 
or  he  is  sliding  down  a hill  at  the  end  of  which  is  a blind  corner.  Probably 
“Buddy”  went  to  school  and  was  well  acquainted  with  the  three  “R’s”;  but, 
unfortunately,  they  didn’t  devote  the  attention  they  should  have  to  safety!  With 
more  stress  on  this  principle,  the  lives  of  many  hundred  children  could  be  saved 
each  year;  and,  as  a result  of  the  intensive  training  received  when  a youngster, 
the  careless  adult  would  become  a rare  creature.  This  training  in  the  youthful 
stages  of  one’s  life  means  much  more  than  is  generally  realized;  either  the  habits 
of  jaywalking  or  disregarding  traffic  lights  are  formed,  or  the  practise  of  watching 
the  officer,  traffic  signals,  or  the  line  of  vehicles  is  carried  out. 
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Many  faults  of  older  people,  such  as  walking  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  road 
(i.  e.,  not  facing  traffic),  stepping  from  behind  a parked  car,  or  attempting  to  run 
between  two  moving  cars  could  and  should  have  been  corrected  years  ago  by 
proper  instruction  and  example.  One  prominent  error  of  people  is  that  of  taking 
too  much  for  granted.  When  the  light  shifts  from  green  to  red  or  red-yellow,  the 
tendency  of  many  is  to  immediately  step  forth  into  the  street,  never  thinking 
that  a careless  or  deliberately  reckless  driver  may  be  speeding  down  upon  them. 
The  traffic  lights  and  policemen  carry  out  their  duties,  but  the  individual  has  his 
own  job  to  do:  study  safety  rules,  realize  how  important  they  are,  and,  most  of 
all,  practise  them! 

Xow  that  the  pedestrian  has  been  told  what  is  expected  of  him,  the  driver 
must  be  criticized.  First  of  all,  the  speedmerchant.  Speed  is  all  right  in  its  place, 
but  its  place  is  in  the  sky.  The  usual  habit  of  the  young  driver  is  to  keep  as 
little  space  as  possible  between  the  floor-board  and  the  gas  pedal.  This  habit  is 
often  carried  over  to  mid-years,  although  the  middle-aged  man  is  likely  to  be 
more  cautious  in  the  amount  of  force  he  uses  on  the  accelerator.  If  youth  could 
be  impressed  with  the  dangers  of  speed,  the  impression  would  never  be  erased. 
Make  youth  read  “And  Sudden  Death”,  and  see  some  pictures  of  the  result  that 
occurs  when  two  automobiles  speeding  in  opposite  directions  suddenly  occupy  the 
same  stretch  of  road  at  the  same  time.  Let  him  keep  this  word-picture,  plus 
graphic  representations  of  a few  examples  of  daily  accidents,  in  his  mind  . . . . 
then  allow  him  to  drive  a car.  Realizing  the  horrible  consequences  of  speed,  the 
average  person  will  make  sure  that  he  progresses  at  a sane  rate.  Always  remember 
that  corners,  careless  pedestrians,  and  careless  drivers,  are  likely  to  turn  up  any- 
where; if  the  speed  is  average,  the  number  of  accidents  will  be  less  than  the 
present  average. 

The  smaller  but  almost  as  dangerous  brother  of  Highspeed  is  Slowpoke.  Both 
reluctance  to  advance  over  the  rate  of  fifteen  or  twenty  miles  per  hour  and  the 
inability  to  think  beyond  one  idea  per  minute  have,  through  independent  or  com- 
bined efforts,  caused  scores  of  accidents.  Once  again,  training  is  important;  if 
the  driver  termed  a “slowpoke”  had  been  made  to  realize  that  slowness  is  not 
safety,  this  fault  would  have  been  corrected  before  it  was  too  late.  Facility  in 
thinking  quickly  cannot  be  taught,  but  must  be  gained  through  actual  experience 
in  traffic. 

The  remaining  class  of  dangerous  drivers  is  one  about  which  little  should  be 
said.  It  is  composed  of  those  who  “over-imbibe”  and  then  try  to  operate  an 
automobile.  There  is  but  one  cure  for  this:  upon  conviction  as  a drunken  driver, 
a man  should  have  his  license  permanently  revoked. 

Only  by  the  proper  training  of  the  man  behind  the  wheel  and  the  man  behind 
the  curb  will  the  cry  of  “Safety-first”  be  answered. 

— Jack  Sullivan,  ’38. 


TO  GREEK 

All  are  dead  who  wrote  it; 

All  are  dead  who  spoke  it; 

All  will  be  dead  who  learn  it; 
Blessed  Death  they  earn  It. 

— Joseph  S.  Scannell,  ’37. 
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SOMETHING  OUGHT  TO  BE  DONE  ABOUT  IT 

Four  Latinites  expressed  their  opinions  the  day  after  the  “Reggies”: 
“Phooey!”;  “We  wuz  robbed!”;  “Somethin'  otta  be  done  about  it!” 

Well,  something  can  be  done  about  it!  For  some  time  Latin  School  track  teams 
have  had  fair  seasons,  but  English  High  has  always  won  the  “Reggies”.  There  is 
a remedy!  The  trouble,  until  now,  has  been  that  less  than  ten  percent  of  you 
have  actually  gone  out  for  track,  less  than  forty  per  cent  of  you  have  ever 
thought  of  going  out  for  track,  and  the  rest  of  you  evidently  haven’t  even  bothered 
to  think.  Go  out  for  track,  or,  at  least,  take  an  interest  in  the  sport.  Coach 
Fitzgerald  said  recently,  “I  need  one  hundred  more  candidates  for  the  track  team.” 

You  can’t  use  your  studies  as  an  excuse,  because  track  does  not  interfere  with 
them.  You  may  say  that  you  can’t  run  fast.  Maybe  you  can't  in  ordinary 
clothes  and  shoes,  but  try  running  in  a track  suit  and  sneakers  before  you  give  up. 
If  you  really  can’t  run,  try  hurdling,  shotputting,  broadjumping,  or  highjumping. 
You  may  be  a potential  winner  in  any  of  these  events,  despite  the  fact  that  you 
have  never  tried  it  before. 

The  outlook  for  this  season  is  rather  gloomy  at  present.  In  Captain  Wallace, 
Dacey,  Bjorklund,  Martin,  Crowley,  Hoar,  Koufman,  Hutchinson,  Connolly,  Stein, 
Mover,  Gross,  Morris,  and  Rowen,  Coach  Fitzgerald  has  the  nucleus  of  a good 
track  team.  LTnfortunately,  there  are  but  two  Class  A men,  Bjorklund  and  Dacey, 
and  only  two  broadjumpers,  Stein  and  Gross.  There  are  no  thousand-yard  men 
and  no  /r;g/?jumpers.  In  fact,  each  class  and  each  event  stands  sadly  in  need  of 
aspirants.  Track  needs  you,  and  you,  and  you  (especially  if  you  are  in  Classes  I, 
II,  and  III).  You  can’t  make  your  letter  without  trying. 

— J.G.  Gavin,  ’37. 


ORCHIDS  TO  LATIN 


My  Dear  Mr.  Benson: 

I want  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  you  again  for  helping  the  motion 
picture  committee  of  the  National  Council  of  Teachers  of  English  by  providing 
Francis  Nolan  and  Robert  MacMaster  for  our  panel.  We  have  had  splendid 
reports  from  the  presentation,  and  we  are  grateful  to  you  for  your  assistance  in 
helping  the  boys  with  their  work. 

The  panel  was  the  motion  picture  program  at  the  convention,  and  those 
young  people  gave  such  splendid  speeches  that  they  were  not  only  doing  credit 
to  themselves  and  their  school,  but  doing  a service  to  the  field  in  which  we  are 
working. 

Very  best  wishes. 

Sincerely  yours, 

— Richard  Byrd  Lewis. 
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HIGH  MARKS  AT  BOSTON  LATIN  SCHOOL  IN  THE 
COLLEGE  ENTRANCE  EXAMINATIONS 
JUNE,  1936 


Subject 

Mark 

Student 

English 

100% 

Rosenberg,  I.  N. 

Greek  3 

85 

Cotsonas,  N.  J. 

Greek  H 

80 

Shafran,  S.  C. 

Greek  2 

85 

Cohen,  M.  S. 

German  3 

100 

Levine,  L.  I. 

German  2 

100 

Zeidman,  N. 

Latin  H 

100 

Levine,  L.  I. 

Latin  3 

95  

Levenson,  J.  R. 

French  3 

95 

Kurland,  G.  S. 

French  2 

100 

Daniels,  E.  J. 

History  D 

95 

Porter,  J. 
Rosenberg,  I.  N 
White,  H.  E. 
Cantor,  A. 
Levine,  L.  I. 
Kurland,  G.  S. 
Schutzer,  A.  W. 

Mathematics 

D 

100 

White,  H.  E. 

Mathematics 

E 

100 

White,  H.  E. 

Mathematics 

A 

100 

Zeidman,  N. 

Mathematics 

C 

100 

Little,  E.  L. 

Daniels,  E.  J. 

Physics 

90 

Kurland,  G.  S. 
Hunt,  B.  T. 
White,  H.  E. 
Levenson,  J.  E. 
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WHITE  DEVILS 

They  were  seated  around  a fireplace  in  a 
large  farmhouse  on  the  shore  of  the  Nemen, 
miles  from  any  people  who  might  be  called 
neighbors. 

“You  probably  will  not  believe  it." 

“Tell  it,  anyhow.” 

“All  right,  I will.  Before  beginning,  I 
tell  you  that  this  story  is  absolutely  true; 
you  may  laugh  when  you  hear  it,  but  I tell 
you  that  every  word  is  true."  The  old 
farmer  began  his  tale. 

“It  happened  several  years  ago.  I was 
traveling  from  Brosno  to  Altra  with  Joseph 
Constantinof.  Snow  had  been  falling  for 
three  days;  our  lone  horse  was  having  much 
difficulty  pulling  the  sleigh  over  the  roads, 
which  were  piled  high  with  snow-drifts. 
Two  hours  after  sunset  we  stopped  at  an 
inn,  ate  plentifully,  rested,  drank  our  fill 
of  vodka;  and  when  we  left,  Joseph  was  a 
bit  tipsy,  and  I too  was  feeling  pretty  well. 

“We  were  riding  slowly  when  Joseph 
seemed  to  come  out  of  his  stupor,  and 
spoke  to  me.  ‘When  we  come  to  the  three 
corners,  go  straight  ahead.  Be  sure  not  to 
take  the  road  on  the  right!’ 

“ ‘What  do  you  mean — don’t  take  the 
road  on  the  right?  It  will  cut  off  five  miles 
traveling.’ 

“ ‘That  makes  no  difference,  go  straight 
and  ride  the  extra  five  miles,  rather  than 
meet  the  devils.’ 

“ ‘What  are  you  talking  about,  Joseph?’ 

“ ‘There  are  devils  on  that  road — white 
devils,  red  devils,  pink  devils,  all  kinds  of 
devils.’ 

“ ‘Don’t  forget  the  pink  elephants, 
Joseph.  I think  you’re  drunk.’ 

“ ‘All  right,  all  right;  laugh,  but  soon 
you’ll  see,  if  you  take  that  road,  whether  I 
or  the  vodka  is  speaking  now.’  ” 

At  this  moment,  a listener  interrupted: 
“That’s  true,  Stefan.  Often  have  I heard 
talk  about  that  road,  and  about  the  devils 
there.” 


“Well,  to  continue,  I said  to  Joseph,  ‘I 
don’t  intend  to  ride  three  more  hours  just 
because  you’re  so  superstitious  and  afraid 
of  devils!’ 

“ ‘Listen,  Stefan,’  he  said  to  me,  ‘I’ve 
been  through  that  road  twice,  and  each 
time  I lost  five  years  of  my  life.’ 

“ ‘I  suppose  you  had  stopped  off  at  the 
inn  both  those  times.’ 

“ ‘You  can  laugh,  my  good  friend;  but 
I'm  warning  you.’ 

“We  came  to  the  three  corners,  and  I 
turned  the  horse  to  the  right.  The  snow 
had  ceased  falling;  the  night  was  cold  and 
black:  I turned  to  talk  to  Joseph,  but  he 
had  buried  his  head  under  the  blanket 
which  covered  his  knees.  I laughed,  and 
urged  the  horse  to  greater  speed,  since  I 
wished  to  arrive  at  Lushkov  before  mid- 
night. I was  thinking  of  Joseph's  fears,  and 
laughing  to  myself,  when  suddenly  tht 
horse,  which  had  been  trotting  very  slowly 
in  the  deep  snow,  stopped  and  began  to 
neigh  timorously.  I heard  Joseph  moan 
softly. 

“At  first  I could  see  nothing  in  that  im- 
penetrable gloom.  Then  I perceived  a white 
object  at  the  side  of  the  road  less  than 
fifteen  yards  in  front  of  us.  I began  to 
think  of  ‘white  devils’. 

“ ‘Who’s  there?’  I bellowed.  Silence. 
Three  times  I hollered  to  the  form  at  the 
side  of  the  road.  Three  times  I was  an- 
swered by  the  wind. 

“The  death-like  darkness,  broken  only 
by  the  ghastly  white  shape  in  front,  along 
with  Joseph’s  previous  speech  about  devils, 
began  to  unnerve  me.  I beat  the  horse 
with  the  whip,  to  no  avail.  And  all  the 
time,  that  ominous  apparition  stood  mo- 
tionless, a barrier  to  our  progress,  while 
the  horse  neighed  loudly. 

“Well,  I decided  to  investigate;  I looked 
to  Joseph  for  help,  but  he  was  still  under 
the  blanket,  not  stirring  a limb.  I took  my 
shotgun,  and  jumped  into  the  snow. 

“ ‘Who’s  there?’  I called  again.  No  an- 
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swer.  ‘Speak  up,  or  I’ll  shoot.’  Still  no 
answer.  I shot  high  into  the  air  only  in 
order  to  frighten  the  creature,  but  it  re- 
mained there  as  if  in  defiance  to  me  and 
my  shotgun. 

“I  could  not  yet  see  it  clearly,  since  I 
advanced  very  slowly,  sinking  far  into  the 
snow  at  every  step.  I was  growing  cold  and 
exasperated.  Again  I shot  at  the  object 
and  saw  something  white  flutter  to  the 
ground.  Nevertheless,  the  creature  did  not 
budge.  Suddenly,  something  crackled  be- 
side me,  and  I threw  myself  headlong  into 
the  snow,  shuddering  with  fright;  a branch 
loaded  with  snow  fell  on  my  neck.  When 
1 arose,  I appeared  as  white  as  the  devil 
which  had  caused  me  all  this  misfortune. 

“Then  I cried,  ‘If  you  don’t  speak  now, 
or  get  out  of  here,  I’ll  shoot  to  kill,’  Hear- 
ing no  answer,  I took  careful  aim  and  shot; 
I was  very  much  surprised  to  hear  a sharp 
snap,  but  the  white  devil  was  still  standing 
in  front  of  me. 

“Finally,  half  stiff  with  cold,  I reached 


it,  gun  grasped  firmly  in  both  my  hands. 
‘Now,  put  up  your  hands,’  I blurted.  Then, 
thunderstruck,  I looked  at  the  object  which 
I was  threatening. 

“Maybe  it  was  the  vodka  which  had  so 
dulled  my  senses  that  I could  not  discern 
the  object  more  quickly;  at  any  rate,  my 
good  friends,  ‘the  devil’  which  had  so  ter- 
rified me  and  my  horse  was — and  now 
comes  the  joke — a dead  pine  tree,  about 
six  feet  high,  stripped  of  branches,  except 
for  two,  stretching  out  like  arms,  and  cov- 
ered from  top  to  bottom  with  snow. 

“Don’t  laugh  so  loudly,  John;  you  may 
think  that  I was  indeed  an  imbecile,  but  I 
remember  the  time  when  you  were  going 
home,  after  a night  out,  and  thought  that 
your  dog  was  a big  wolf  coming  to  devour 
you.  The  rest  of  you  know  how  vodka 
reacts  on  a person,  don’t  you?” 

They  all  burst  out  laughing.  The  old 
man  leaned  back  and  gazed  into  the 
flames. 

— Gerald  Roscoe,  ’37 


THE  AWAKENING 


As  usual,  Mrs.  Russell  won  the  argu- 
ment. Not  that  “Pat”  had  doubted  the 
outcome,  but  for  an  instant  (a  very  fleet- 
ing instant,  to  be  sure)  he  had  actually 
made  Lavinia  hesitate.  That  in  itself 
constituted  a moral  victory. 

All  of  Pat’s  troubles  sprang  from  the 
suddenly  acquired  Russell  millions.  Prior 
to  their  welcome  arrival,  the  Russells  had 
been  just  an  average  American  family, 
in  taste  as  well  as  in  behavior.  Then 
things  began  to  happen. 

James  entered  Harvard;  and  now,  within 
the  space  of  three  short  months,  his  dic- 
tion, profuse  with  broad  “a’s”,  provoked 
“Pat’s”  infinite  disgust.  (He  himself  had 
a thick  Irish  brogue  that  was  the  despair 
of  his  family.) 

Daughter  Mary,  unsophisticated  though 
she  was,  had  of  late  assumed  a “woman 


of  the  world”  attitude.  Her  appearance 
of  utter  boredom  drove  “Pat”  into  spasms 
of  pure  rage.  More  than  once  he  had 
publicly  vowed  to  “spank  her  where  it 
would  do  the  most  good”,  and  in  each 
instance  she  had  burst  into  tears  of  in- 
dignation, threatening  drastic  action  if 
they  didn’t  stop  treating  her  as  if  she 
were  a child. 

But  Lavinia  was  the  last  straw, — the 
understanding  motherly  Lavinia  who  had 
suddenly  assumed  the  dignified  role  of  a 
society  dowager  (She  had  seen  enough 
movies  to  know  how  this  act  was  put  on.) 

By  exercising  immeasurable  restraint, 
“Pat”  was  able  to  bear  the  metamor- 
phosis of  “Jimmy”  and  Mary,  but  Lavinia 
was  the  worst  blow  of  all.  However, 
“Pat”  had  succeeded  in  taking  the  matter 
philosophically.  At  least  the  old  home- 
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stead,  with  its  thoroughly  old-fashioned 
atmosphere,  that  brought  back  many 
pleasant  memories — at  least  that  would 
remain  the  same Yet  even  this  com- 

forting thought  had  been  rudely  dispelled 
at  breakfast  that  morning.  One  of  “Pat’s” 
greatest  pleasures  had  been  (and  still  was) 
the  family  meals  which  they  ate  together. 
At  such  times,  from  his  place  at  the  head 
of  the  table,  he  beamed  at  every  one  in 
turn.  Each  glance  abounded  with  benev- 
olence and  good  cheer,  and  his  expression 
was  one  of  satisfaction  and  pride. 

It  was  while  “Pat”  was  about  to  start 
on  his  second  cup  of  coffee  that  Lavinia 
seized  her  opportunity  and  announced 
that  they  were  going  to  move.  She  had 
rented  or  leased  (she  wasn’t  sure  which) 
a home  in  the  exclusive  section  of  the 
town,  and  everything  was  arranged.  It 
wasn't  merely  that  she  wanted  to  move. 
They  had  to  move  for  the  sake  of  the 
children,  for  the  sake  of  their  position. 
After  all,  they  were  millionaires! 

“Pat”  was  stunned.  He  merely  nodded, 
and,  rising  shakingly,  he  walked  into  his 
den  to  ponder,  as  he  so  often  did,  the 
change  in  his  family.  The  joyful  cries  of 
the  others  reached  his  ears  as  he  retreated, 
and  amid  them  he  sensed  the  undercur- 
rent of  amazement  to  which  his  calm 
acceptance  of  Lavinia ’s  announcement  had 
given  rise. 

Preparations  ensued.  The  new  house 
was  remodeled  to  suit  Lavinia's  newly 
acquired  tastes,  and  they  moved.  It  all 
happened  in  such  a short  space  of  time 
that,  even  after  being  thoroughly  installed 
in  their  new  home,  “Pat”  felt  extremely 
ill  at  ease.  After  much  personal  debate, 
however,  he  decided  that  an  attitude  of 
indifference  was  his  only  protection,  and 
he  found  that  his  stock  in  the  family  rose 
noticeably.  The  only  instances  in  which 
he  experienced  difficulty  in  maintaining 
his  new-found  prestige  were  during  con- 
versations with  either  “Jimmy”  or  Mary 
when  they  referred  to  him  as  “The  Pater”. 
This  seemed  almost  too  much  to  bear. 


Time  hung  heavy  on  “Pat’s”  hands. 
But  slowly,  monotonously,  it  passed.  His 
fifty-sixth  birthday  drew  near,  and  Pat 
resolved  not  to  remind  the  family  by  even 
so  much  as  the  most  subtle  hint.  Ap- 
parently they  had  forgotten  such  prosaic 
things  as  birthdays,  but  he  felt  that  if  he 
were  able  to  rouse  the  others  (even  for 
an  hour)  from  the  make-believe  world  in 
which  they  were  living,  they  would  realize 
how  bizarre  and  unreal  everything  had 
become. 

On  the  eve  of  his  birthday,  when  Pat 
and  Lavinia  were  about  to  retire,  he  be- 
gan a barrage  of  reminiscences,  and  after 
each  anecdote  he  managed  to  convey  the 
idea  that  all  of  this  made  him  feel  much 
older  than  fifty-six.  Of  course,  Lavinia 
hastened  to  assure  him  that  he  was  only 
fifty-five;  then  suddenly  she  paused,  a 
light  of  understanding  in  her  Irish  eyes. 

That  night  Lavinia  lay  wake  thinking. 
Suddenly  she  called  to  “Pat”  in  an  ex- 
cited whisper  that  someone  was  prowling 
around  on  the  verandah  outside  their 
window.  “Pat,”  who  had  been  fast  asleep, 
rose  and  went  to  the  window,  but  saw 
nothing.  He  reassured  Lavinia  and,  re- 
turning to  bed,  was  soon  asleep  again. 
When  he  awoke  next  morning  he  found 
that  Lavinia  had  already  left  the  house. 
This  in  itself  was  not  unusual,  but  when 
she  failed  to  put  in  an  appearance  by 
lunch-time,  things  began  to  look  really 
serious. 

At  one  o’clock  Pat  notified  the  police. 
By  two  o'clock  the  place  was  overrun 
with  officers  of  the  law,  reporters,  and 
curious  citizens.  The  afternoon  papers 
shrieked  “Mrs.  Patrick  Russell  Kid- 
napped!” “Jimmy”  was  horrified  and  had 
completely  forgotten  his  Harvard  accent. 
Mary,  wild-eyed  and  hysterical,  forgot  to 
be  blase.  “Pat”  paced  about  nervously, 
shouting  that  he'd  give  every  cent  he  had 
to  have  Lavinia  back  unharmed. 

Suddenly  a profound  silence  fell  over 
the  room.  In  the  doorway,  key  in  hand, 
stood  an  astounded  Mrs.  Russell,  her  arms 
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laden  with  packages.  Mary  uttered  a low 
moan  of  relief.  “Jimmy”  just  gazed  in 
goggle-eyed  amazement,  unable  to  move. 
“Pat,”  his  mouth  agape,  stumbled  slowly 
toward  Lavinia,  gulping  in  deep  draughts 
of  air. 

The  room  came  to  life  with  a roar,  and 
Lavinia  soon  found  herself  the  center  of 
a milling  mob  of  reporters,  police,  and 
friends,  all  hurling  questions  at  her  with 
machine-like  rapidity.  She  finally  gath- 
ered that  they  wanted  to  know  her  where- 
abouts the  entire  morning,  and  she  told 
them  with  disarming  innocence  that  she 
had  been  shopping.  The  police  groaned, 
the  reporters  shouted,  and  the  public  was 
disappointed.  When  Lavinia  finally 
learned  the  entire  story,  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted that  she  felt  like  a celebrity,  al- 
though it  wasn’t  quite  as  she  expected  it 
to  be.  She  had  caused  a sensation,  it  was 
true,  but  perhaps  the  thing  that  spoiled 
it  for  her  was  a gnawing  remorse  at  having 
caused  her  family  so  much  anxiety. 

When  they  were  finally'  left  alone, 


“Pat,”  ill  at  ease,  broke  the  silence  that 
had  fallen.  Very  much  like  a small  boy 
he  hung  his  head  and  mumbled  an  apol- 
ogy. Lavinia,  the  Lavinia  of  old,  answered 
with  a loving  glance  and  assumed  all 
blame  for  the  entire  incident,  and  some- 
how “Pat”  had  a definite  feeling  that 
from  now  on  he  was  back  in  familiar 
ground  and  things  would  be  as  they  al- 
ways had  been.  Suddenly  he  chuckled. 
Lavinia  certainly  had  looked  funny  going 
through  his  trouser  pockets  last  night  for 
the  money  with  which  to  buy  him  a 
birthday  gift.  Just  like  old  times.  It  was 
such  a comfort  to  have  Lavinia  go  through 
his  trouser  pockets  at  night.  It  somehow 
gave  him  the  feeling  that  all  was  well 
with  the  world. 

“Did  you  say  something,  dear?”  La- 
vinia, suddenly  solicitous,  had  turned  over 
a new  leaf. 

“I  was  just  wondering,”  said  Pat, 
“what  else  you  were  going  to  give  me 
for  my  birthday.” 

— D.  J.  Maness,  ’38. 


AFTER  THE  CLOCK  STRUCK 


The  play  is  over.  Murmured  comments 
are  heard  from  the  late  theatre-goers, 
resplendent  in  evening  dress  as  they 
hurry  out  into  the  night  air.  Soon  most 
are  snatched  away  in  turbulent  taxis — 
a few  stragglers  left,  exchanging  pleas- 
antries; their  ripples  of  laughter  drowned 
by  the  dominating  street  sounds — the 
cabmen  calling,  doors  slamming,  the 
whir  of  wheel  against  curb,  the  racing 
motor. 

Somewhere  a bell  mournfully  tolls  the 
hour — the  final  note  heralding  an  ensuing 
silence,  a deep  uncanny  silence,  an  odd 
quietness.  For  now,  the  street  scene  has 
entirely  changed,  a stage  set  after  the 
curtain  falls;  gaiety,  happy  sounds  have 
fled  with  the  crowds.  The  doorman,  bend- 
ing over  his  latch;  the  outside  theatre 
lights  fading;  and  then,  my  friend  and 


I are  alone.  The  spirit  of  night  rules. 

My  companion,  angered  by  his  chauf- 
feur’s tardiness  is  unable  to  withhold  his 
resentment.  Reluctantly,  the  hand  of  the 
tower  clock  yields  ten  minutes.  Stirred 
by  our  unexpected  delay,  we  are,  never- 
theless, incomfortably  aware  of  the  aban- 
doned thoroughfare,  now  a setting  for  a 
mystery.  The  air  seems  tense;  the  forces 
of  nature  stilled,  expectant. 

A metallic  click,  and  our  attention  is 
riveted  on  a dim  alleyway  and  an  open- 
ing door.  Two  gaunt  figures  emerge — 
into  the  unwilling  light  of  the  street 
lamps.  We,  motionless — our  imaginations 
fired  by  the  theatrical — see  a first-run 
police  story;  our  meditations  are  on  fan- 
tastic possibilities. 

But  are  we  wrong?  We  sink  back  into 
the  shadows  as  we  hear  their  words. 
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“Tonight — or  never;  no  one  must 
know.  Failure,  and  we  shall  be  the  next 
to  go.  We  must  strike  now;  death  is  the 
only  solution.” 

Horrified  I rehearse  the  whole  matter 
in  my  mind:  two  killers;  a gang  war; 
what  to  do? 

The  second  speaks;  “There,  that’s 
much  better.  Now  just  keep  rehearsing 
those  lines  until  they  sound  natural  from 


the  stage.” 

The  two  actors  must  have  been  sur- 
prised by  the  sighs  we  let  escape  as  they 
passed  us.  And,  incidentally,  my  friend 
seemed  to  have  forgotten  the  scolding  he 
had  planned  for  his  chauffeur  when  that 
tardy  individual  pulled  up  a few  seconds 
later. 

—Charles  H.  Savage,  Jr. 


HOTEL  EPISODE 


Our  automobile  pulled  up  in  front  of 
the  only  hotel  in  Fairville. 

“Come  on,  son,”  said  my  father.  “This 
is  where  we’ll  have  to  spend  the  night. 
We’ll  go  on  to  Denver  in  the  morning.” 

I climbed  out  of  the  car  in  which  I 
had  spent  the  better  part  of  the  past  two 
days  and  looked  over  the  town  and  hotel 
in  which  we  were  to  spend  the  night.  It 
was  the  typical  small  Western  town,  as 
portrayed  by  the  movies;  that  is,  it  had 
everything  except  the  cowboys.  The  few 
inhabitants  that  could  be  seen  were  either 
sitting  on  the  stairs  of  the  various  houses 
and  drowsing  or  walking  aimlessly  down 
the  street.  I turned  from  the  scene  and 
followed  my  father  into  the  hotel. 

Inside  was  more  action  than  there  was 
in  the  streets.  Four  men  were  talking 
near  the  counter;  that  is,  one  man  was 
talking,  and  the  other  three  were  listen- 
ing with  what  appeared  to  be  grins  on 
their  faces. 

“I,  sir,  am  a man  that  is  not  easily 
frightened  off.  I am  a man  of  wide  in- 
fluence, and  because  I am  selling  books 
for  a living  does  not  mean  that  I am  a 
tramp.  You  have  no  right  to  tell  me  to 
move  on.  I may  not  have  any  money 
now,  but  I am  fairly  certain  to  sell  a few 
copies  of  the  ‘Epic  of  Knowledge’,  which 
gives  the  great  historical  facts  of  the 
world.” 

I caught  these  words  as  I waited  for 
my  father  to  get  a room.  I looked  more 


closely  at  the  man.  He  was  dressed  in  a 
coat  with  a fur  collar  and  a rather  old 
brown  felt  hat.  In  the  expanse  of  the 
coat  his  inner  clothes  could  not  be  seen, 
but  he  wore  spats  over  perfectly  polished 
shoes.  Beside  him  on  the  floor  was  a 
suitcase  which  probably  contained  copies 
of  the  “Epic  of  Knowledge.”  He  was 
obviously  a salesman  down  on  his  luck. 

One  of  the  men  had  turned  to  my  father 
and  was  opening  the  register  for  him  to 
sign. 

“Say,  old  timer,”  said  one  of  the  men, 
“don’t  you  know  that  the  sheriff  doesn’t 
like  drummers?  You  better  get  out,  be- 
cause he’s  due  here  any  minute,  and  he’ll 
run  you  in  if  you  haven’t  got  a license. 
. . . . Which  he  probably  hasn’t?”  he 
muttered,  turning  to  his  companion. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened,  and  a burly, 
big  man,  with  a walrus  mustache,  entered; 
I shouldn’t  have  needed  an  introduction 
to  know  that  this  was  the  sheriff.  He 
wore  a sheepskin  coat  and  a ten-gallon 
Stetson  hat,  and  the  word  “authority” 
fairly  oozed  from  him. 

“Hello,  boys!”  he  greeted  the  small  as- 
semblage; then  his  eyes  narrowed  in  sus- 
picion as  he  saw  the  old  book  salesman, 
my  father,  and  me. 

“Who’re  these  folks?”  he  asked  in  a 
gruff,  quizzical  tone. 

The  book  salesman  appeared  not  to 
take  notice,  and  the  clerk  smiled  as  he 
answered,  “Well,  these  folks”  indicating 


LATIN  SCHOOL  REGISTER 


15 


my  father  and  his  son,  “are  staying  here 
for  the  night.  But  him,”  indicating  the 
old  man,  “he’s  a book  salesman.” 

The  sheriff  walked  over  to  the  old  fel- 
low. “So  you’re  a book  salesman,  huh? 
Well,  how  about  selling  me  one  of  your 
books?” 

At  the  mention  of  the  word  “sell,”  the 
old  fellow  turned  from  the  desk  for  the 
first  time  and  looked  at  the  sheriff. 

“Certainly,  sir,”  he  said  in  a voice 
suddenly  become  slightly  hoarse.  He 
opened  his  suit-case  and  produced  a splen- 
did book,  all  gilt  and  red  leather.  “The 
‘Epic  of  Knowledge,’  sir,  the  greatest 
book  ever  produced.  Tells  you  every- 
thing in  the  way  of  history  that  one  could 
wish  . . . 

“That’s  all  right,”  broke  in  the  sheriff. 
“I’ll  take  a copy.  How  much?” 

“Only  six  dollars  and  fifty  cents,”  said 
the  salesman. 

The  sheriff  took  out  the  money.  “Here 
you  are!”  The  salesman  took  it  and 
turned  away. 

“Just  a minute,”  said  the  sheriff.  “Let’s 
see  your  license.” 

So  that  was  his  game.  Get  the  old 
fellow  to  sell  him  something  and  then 
arrest  him  for  peddling  without  a license. 
I felt  sorry  for  the  old  man.  But,  mirabile 
dictu,  the  old  fellow  put  his  hands  in  his 
overcoat  pocket  and  took  out  ....  a 
license  for  selling  goods  anywhere  in  the 
state.  Without  a word,  he  handed  it  to 
the  sheriff,  and  that  astonished  worthy 
looked  it  over,  not  saying  anything  for 
awhile.  Then  he  broke  the  silence. 


“Say,  I guess  I made  a mistake.  Most 
of  you  guys  don’t  have  licenses,  and  their 
fines  have  certainly  made  money  for  the 
town.  But  what  am  I going  to  do  with 
this  book?  I can’t  use  it  and  my  wife 
would  murder  me  if  she  found  out  I 
bought  it.  Tell  you  what  I’ll  do.  I’ll  let 
you  buy  it  back.” 

Certainly  said  the  book  salesman,  “I’ll 
buy  it  back,  but  you’ll  have  to  take  a 
loss,  because  it’s  a second-hand  book, 
seeing  as  you’ve  already  owned  it.  I’ll 
give  you  a dollar  for  it.” 

The  sheriff  could  hardly  speak,  but  at 
last  he  gave  the  man  the  book  and  re- 
ceived a dollar. 

“Now,”  said  the  salesman,  “may  I ask 
where  your  license  is  for  selling?” 

“What?  Say,  I don’t  need  a license.” 

“Oh,  yes,  you  do.  Come  on,  we’re  going 
to  take  this  matter  up  before  the  judge 
of  this  town.”  And  leading  the  astounded 
sheriff  by  the  sleeve,  he  led  him  outside. 

We  stood  around  for  awhile,  gazing  at 
one  another  and  not  knowing  whether  to 
laugh  or  not,  till  a few  moments  later  the 
sheriff  returned  angry. 

“That  doggone  judge,”  he  muttered 
half  to  himself  and  half  to  us,  “he  fined 
me  ten  dollars,  and  that  old  bird  went 
to  the  depot  to  leave  town  on  the  next 
train.” 

At  that,  we  all  started  laughing  heartily 
till  at  last  my  father  said.  “Come  on,  son. 
We’ve  got  to  get  some  sleep,”  and  we 
went  upstairs,  still  chuckling. 

— Edward  L.  Schnaper,  ’37. 
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RAMBLINGS  OF  THE  REGISTER’S  RAVING  REPORTER 


Nov.  30 — Assembly  of  Classes  I and 
II,  with  Levenson  taking  his  turn  at 
pounding  the  ivories  ....  Mr.  Powers 
explained  the  Social  Security  Act,  Form 
SS5  ....  Meeting  of  the  Debating  Club. 

Dec.  1 — The  Physics  Club  at  it  again, 
in  Room  316  . . . . Some  day  we’re  going 
to  give  them  a quart  of  nitro-glycerin  to 
play  with  ....  We  tried  to  sneak  into 
the  ranks  of  the  track  team,  but  were 
rudely  ejected  ....  Heard  in  the  Drill 
Hall:  “Right-shoulder  ....  ARMS!” 
“What  are  you  waiting  for?”  bellowed 
the  first  “looey”  to  a tardy  private.  “A 
street  car,”  came  the  reply  (from  the 
other  end  of  the  company,  of  course.) 

Dec.  2 — We  had  to  pay  our  compli- 
ments to  a dentist’s  drill,  so  we  hired 
Cerberus  to  attend  for  us  simultaneously 
the  meetings  of  the  Latin  Club,  French 
Club,  and  Music  Appreciation  Club.  He 
was  rather  expensive,  so  the  next  time 
three  club  meetings  occur  at  once,  we  will 
engage  the  services  of  Cocytus. 

Dec.  3 — For  the  first  time  in  our  long 
and  checkered  (red  and  black)  career, 
we  heartily  agree  with  Mr.  Arnold.  “A 
good  physique,”  he  affirms,  “is  worth  far 
more  than  six  years  of  French.”  . . . . 


What  may  turn  out  to  be  a track  team 
reported  today  ....  Important  develop- 
ments at  the  Camera  Club.  Lerner  was 
much  excited  because  someone  (the  cow- 
ard!) addressed  a derogatory  remark 
towards  him  while  the  lights  were  out. 
. . . Was  them  gals  we  saw  in  the  As- 
sembly Hall  at  3.15? 

Dec.  4 — Mr.  Callanan  asserts  that  when 
in  school,  Latin  School  pupils  seldom  have 
time  to  use  their  powers  of  observation; 
the  upper  classes  are  always  buried  in 
their  books,  the  lower,  in  their  lunch. 
. . . Meeting  of  the  Rifle  Club.  Don’t 
look  so  amazed!  We  have  a Rifle  Club, 
and  it  meets  every  Friday  night  at 
E.  H.  S. 

Dec.  7 — Second  public  declamation, 
with  Classes  III  and  IV  missing  their 
last  two  periods  to  hear  the  B.  L.  S. 
Ciceros.  An  excellent  trombone  solo  was 
offered  by  McDermott,  captain  of  the 
Band.  The  upper  classes  have  the  con- 
solation that  they  are  next  ....  Meet- 
ing of  the  Literary  Club:  talk  on  Donn 
Byrne. 

Dec.  8 — The  official  morning  publica- 
tion of  the  Boston  Public  Latin  School 
announced  the  fact  that  returning  to  the 
home-room  between  periods  is  a bad 
policy.  Our  Sherlock  Holmes  has  deduced 
the  results  as  follows:  (a) — You  may 
be  late,  (b) — forget  detention,  and  get 
three  marks,  (c) — which  may  add  to  the 
other  four  you  have  suffered  that  week, 
thus  censuring  you.  (Knock-knock.  Who’s 
there?  Our  knees.)  ....  After  much 
frantic  maneuvering  of  slide  rules  of  va- 
rious shapes  and  sizes,  the  Math  Club 
finally  announced  that  two  times  three 
equals  six.  (2X3=6) 

Dec.  9 — The  Latin  Club  seems  to  be 
an  exclusive  society,  (the  four  hundred, 
one  might  say).  Only  Class  I non-mem- 
bers were  invited  to  its  session  today. 
Many  went. 
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Dec.  10 — All  out  of  the  building  by 
2.40  ...  . and  that  means  you I We  have 
just  discovered  that  His  Royal  Highness, 
the  Chief  Custodian,  is  empowered  to 
bestow  misdemeanor  marks  ....  May 
we  suggest  that  at  the  top  of  each  morn- 
ing bulletin  there  be  printed  in  block 
letters,  “The  Trumpet,”  with  a mimeo- 
graphed cut  of  that  instrument  sur- 
rounded by  scrolls,  vines,  and  whatnot? 
. . . . The  Business  Manager  of  the 
Register  threatens  to  cut  out  our  column 
if  we  don’t  mention  that  one  Robert 
Bavley  was  elected  President  of  the  High- 
way Safety  Club  last  Thursday.  Oh,  Mr. 
Bavley,  not  that,  sir!  ....  Nine  more 
school  days  to  vacation. 

Dec.  11 — Mr.  Lord:  “You  may  be  paid 
by  the  hour  for  just  leaning  against  some- 
thing to  keep  it  from  falling,  but,  by  the 
physicists  definition,  you  aren’t  doing  any 
work.”  Voice:  “W.  P.  A.?”  ....  Eight 
more  school  days  to  vacation. 

Dec.  14 — Mr.  Powers  warned  the  as- 
semblers of  the  upper  classes  against 
exercising  their  thumbs  for  other  purposes 
than  pushing  down  thumb  tacks.  We  were 
wondering  whether  Nichols  of  Levenson 
was  due  to  play  the  piano  this  week,  but 
Yarosh  crossed  us  up  ...  . Our  worthy 
Chess  Team  defeated  Huntington  5-1. 
. . . Goldstein  thinks  he'll  stick  to  Chem- 
istry ....  Seven  more  school  days  to 
vacation. 

Dec.  15- — Assembly  of  Classes  III  and 
IV’  ....  Senior  Class  rings  came  out. 
(So  did  our  bankroll)  ....  Regan  told 
the  Physics  Club  all  about  Mickey  Mouse. 
He  ought  to  know  ....  Six  more  school 
days  to  vacation. 

Dec.  16 — Assembly  of  the  cute  little 
fellahs  of  V and  VI  ...  . This  comes 
from  the  French  Club:  “Pompe,  pompe!” 
(In  case  you  haven't  already  guessed  it, 
that's  French  for  “knock,  knock.”)  “Qui 
va?”  “Jean.”  “Jean  qui?”  “J’en  ai  be- 
soin.”  (Oooh!)  ....  Five  more  school 
days  to  vacation. 


Dec.  17 — Dichter  became  the  first  se- 
nior to  pay  his  class  dues,  cash,  in  toto. 
The  R.R.R.  paid  a nickel  on  account  . . . 
on  account  of  the  fact  that  he's  broke 
....  Four  m.  s.  d to  v. 

Dec.  18 — The  catalogues  came  out.  We 
spent  a study  period  checking  the  names 
of  everyone  we  knew,  instead  of  doing 
our  history:  Query:  what  can  be  done 
with  a history  teacher  who  springs  a sur- 
prise test  on  the  home-lesson?  ....  Three 
m.  s.  d.  to  v. 

Dec.  21 — The  Register,  after  publica- 
tion had  been  postponed  a couple  of 
weeks,  finally  appeared.  Two  seniors  were 
seen  pacing  the  corridors  with  black- 
jacks in  their  hands,  looking  for  the  R. 

R.  R “Clay’s  Omnibus  Bill  had 

reference  to  busses.”  ....  Meeting  of  the 
Literary  Club  ....  Two  m.  s.  . . . oh, 
you  know  what  we  mean. 

Dec.  22 — Heard  in  the  bus:  “Can  you 
read,  or  do  you  go  to  Commerce?” 
“That"  said  someone  else,  “sounds  like  a 
Register  joke.”  Well,  youngster,  this  time 
you're  right  ....  One  m.  s.  etc. 

Dec.  23 — Moving  pictures  of  the  Olym- 
pics w'ere  showm  to  the  whole  school  at 
the  Assembly  Hall  today  ....  They  say 
that  money  makes  money,  but  did  you 
know  that  popularity  makes  popularity? 
Bjorklund’s  popularity  won  him  a hun- 
dred dollar  scholarship  . . . and  now, 
is  he  popular!  ....  No  more  school 
days  to  vacation! 

Dec.  24 — Jan.  3 — “Sleep!  It  is  a 
blessed  thing!” 

Jan  4 — Ho-hum!  Back  again  . . . . 
Assembly  of  Classes  I and  II,  with 
Nichols  playing  on  and  on.  “Talkies” 
were  shown,  explaining  the  red  feathers 
we  have  been  seeing  on  street-cars  .... 
Meeting  of  the  Debating  Club. 

Jan.  5 — Assembly  of  the  Great  Middle 

Classes  III  and  IV Air.  Wales: 

“What  is  a dyne?”  Backer:  “Two  nick- 
els.” ....  Math  Club  meeting  today. 
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Jan.  6 — Ah,  woe  is  me, 

Alas  and  alack! 

Why  can’t  my  report 
Card’s  ink  be  black? 

. . . . That  exclusive  society,  the  Latin 
Club,  is  relenting  a bit.  This  time  it  let 
non-members  from  two  upper  classes  at- 
tend ....  Declamation  competition; 
would  that  the  competitors  dress  for  their 
parts!  ....  Paging  Mr.  Wenners!  For 
the  paltry  fee  of  one  peppermint,  we  will 
endeavor  to  get  any  boy’s  name  past  the 
eagle  eye  and  blue  pencil  of  Mr.  Marson. 
This  month’s  candy  buyers  are:  Daniels, 
Frank,  Frank,  and  — aban.  Frank  gave 
us  two  peppermints,  and  Balaban  had  al- 
ready eaten  half  of  his. 

Jan.  7 — According  to  Mr.  Bowker, 
Maness  tried  to  pass  off  a bad  check 
(mathematical)  on  him.  He  might  have 
known  it  would  reach  our  ears! 


Jan.  8 — Have  we  the  only  observant 
eyes  in  the  school?  The  purple  shoulder- 
insignia  on  our  drill  uniforms  are  slightly 
out  of  date,  as  evidenced  by  the  “1635.” 
(Ouch!)  ....  The  R.  R.  R.  received 
the  proofs  of  his  class  pictures.  It  must 
be  true,  what  people  say  about  his  face. 

Jan.  1 1— The  Glee  Club  has  decided 
on  a visit  to  the  Navy  Yard  for  at- 
mosphere; it  is  rehearsing  for  “H.  M.  S. 
Pinafore”  ....  When  the  notice  of  a 
“very  important”  comprehensive-staff 
meeting  came  around  today,  we  rejoiced 
in  the  envious  glances  of  fellow  class 
mates.  But,  once  in  116  and  the  toils 
of  the  Circulation  Staff,  the  doors  were 
guarded  against  exit,  and  we  were  al- 
lowed to  get  out  only  after  having  been 
soaked  ten  cents  for  an  ad! 

— Le  Journaliste  Delirant  du  Registre. 


THE  R.  R.  R.’S  ADVICE  TO  HIMSELF 

(With  apologies  to  Shakespeare) 

Give  thy  pen  thy  thoughts, 

And  any  unexpected  word  take  down. 

Be  thou  foolish,  but  by  no  means  witty. 

Those  jokes  thou  hast,  and  their  age  unknown, 

Insert  them  every  month  in  diff’rent  forms, 

But  do  not  dull  thy  style  with  the  printing 
Of  some  new-thought,  sparkling  humor.  Beware 
Of  writing  of  a master,  but  doing  such, 

Write  it  that  the  master  may  lament  his  words. 

Give  every  man  thy  thoughts,  but  none  thy  ear; 

Take  Mr.  Marson’s  blue-pencil,  but  reserve  thy  judgment. 
Senseless  thy  column  as  thy  pen  can  write, 

But  not  expressed  in  humor;  dull,  not  funny; 

For  the  column  oft  proclaims  the  man, 

And  they  who  read’t  from  all  the  school’s  six  classes 
Are  of  a most  disdainful  and  cynical  group  at  that. 

Neither  a Borah  nor  a Lerner  be; 

For  gab  oft  bores  both  the  reader  and  scribe, 

And  haunting  spoils  the  style  of  humorist. 

This  above  all:  to  thine  own  jokes  be  true, 

And  it  must  follow,  as  the  lad  the  lass, 

Thou  canst  not  then  cause  laughs  in  any  man! 

— Register’s  Raving  Reporter. 
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HUMOR  DEPARTMENT 


THE  RESULTS  OF  A FLUNK 

“Latin,  forty;  Greek,  forty-five.”  Thus 
read  my  report-card;  which  marks  made 
me,  when  I reached  home,  sink  down  in 
an  arm-chair  and  ponder  bitterly  on  the 
unfairness  of  teachers.  Suppose  I had 
not  studied  very  much  that  month?  What 
of  it?  They  might  have  given  me  a 
“break”  one  month,  anyway.  As  I thought, 
my  head  slowly  sank  down  on  my  chest. 


I found  myself  standing  on  the  bank 
of  a river.  It  was  a rather  wide  river, 
and  I could  just  make  out  the  other 
shore,  which  was  hidden  in  a haze.  I 
glanced  about  me.  The  sun  was  not  shin- 
ing, and  everything  was  enveloped  in  a 
very  thick  fog.  Through  this  fog  I could 
see  figures  moving,  ghostly-looking  figures 
which  glided  through  the  fog  on  either 
side  of  me,  without  making  a sound.  I 
wondered  where  I could  be.  Stepping 
over  to  a man  who  was  passing  near  me, 
I spoke  to  him. 

“Sir,”  I asked,  “would  you  please  tell 
me  where  I am?” 

He  looked  directly  at  me,  and  a shock 
passed  through  me  as  I saw  that  his  face 
was  as  white  as  paper. 

“Certainly,”  he  answered.  “You’re  in 
the  territory  of  Hades.  But  you’ve  got 
to  cross  this  river,  the  Styx,  and  be  judged 
whether  you’re  to  go  to  the  Elysian 
Fields  or  to  Tartarus.  Lucky  mortal,” 
he  sighed;  “I’ve  been  here  two  hundred 
years,  because  they  won’t  let  me  enter 
until  I can  pay  Charon  to  let  me  through 
on  his  ferry.  You  couldn’t  lend  me  a 
silver  obol,  could  you?”  he  added  hope- 
fully. 

I shook  my  head,  and,  with  a sigh,  he 
passed  on.  So  I was  dead?  The  first  I 
had  known  of  it.  Oddly  enough,  I didn’t 
feel  very  much  different.  I looked  toward 


the  river,  and  there  I saw  a ferry. 

“Charon’s  ferry,”  I thought  and  walked 
toward  it. 

When  I reached  it,  a tall  fellow  with 
a long  white  beard  stood  up  from  the  log 
he  was  sitting  on  and  spoke  to  me. 

“Pay  in  advance,”  he  said,  holding 
out  his  hand.  Can’t  afford  to  give  trust 
in  this  depression.” 

“But,”  I protested,  “I’m  Patrick 
Cohen  of  the  Boston  Latin  School — ” 

He  didn’t  allow  me  to  finish.  His  face 
broke  into  a smile  you  could  have  pickled 
onions  with.  “Step  right  in;  we’ve  been 
expecting  you,  you  go  over  free.” 

I stepped  in  without  asking  him  why 
the  sudden  change  in  attitude,  and  he 
rowed  me  across.  We  stopped  at  the 
mouth  of  a cave,  from  which  came  a yel- 
low light.  As  I stepped  off  the  ferry,  a 
dog  barked,  and  I heard  a voice  say, 
“Quiet,  Cerberus;  eat  your  stew!” 

I stepped  into  the  cave.  All  about 
were  benches  as  in  a courtroom,  and  at 
the  end  of  the  cave  was  a high  desk,  at 
which  sat  a tall,  dignified  man  with  very 
dark  features.  At  either  side  of  him, 
though  a little  lower,  sat  two  other  men 
and  all  were  looking  at  me.  Suddenly  a 
voice  broke  out. 

“Oyez,  oyez,  oyez.  Case  of  the  people 
of  Hades  versus  Patrick  Cohen,  late 
of  the  Boston  Latin  School.  The  case 
will  be  tried  by  Judge  Pluto.” 

The  man  sitting  on  the  middle  bench 
looked  at  me  sternly.  “Guilty  or  not 
guilty?”  he  asked. 

“Guilty  of  what?”  I cried.  “What  have 
I done?” 

“Answer  the  question,”  he  roared  at  me, 
and  Cerberus,  the  three-headed  dog,  who 
had  been  lying  in  the  corner,  came  up 
and  sniffed  at  my  leg  with  one  head  while 
he  examined  my  shoes  and  face  with  the 
other  two. 
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“Not  guilty,”  I said,  nervously  looking 
at  the  dog. 

“Who  accuses  the  defendant?”  asked 
Pluto. 

“We  do,  your  honor,”  said  four  elderly 
men  at  one  end  of  the  room. 

“I,  Virgil,  accuse  him  of  mangling  the 
translation  of  the  Aeneid  until  Aeneas, 
himself,  a modest  man  as  you  all  know, 
a flower  of  patience,  reproached  me  for 
having  written  about  him,”  said  the  first 
man,  an  old  bent  fellow  with  hunched 
shoulders. 

“And  I,  Homer,  charge  him  with  recit- 
ing the  Odyssey  and  the  Iliad  in  such  a 
manner  that  Ulysses  and  Achilles  threat- 
ened me  bodily  harm  for  having  written 
it,”  said  the  second  man,  a tall  fellow 
with  a bald  head,  a brown  beard,  and  a 
harp  in  his  hand. 

“But  I never  meant  to  do  any  harm!” 
I cried.  “All  I did  I thought  was  right. 
I’ll  admit  that  the  master  didn’t  give  me 
a very  good  mark,  but  it’s  not  my  fault 
if  he  doesn’t  recognize  a good  translation. 
Besides,”  I added  defiantly,  “I’ll  bet  you 
couldn't  translate  some  parts  of  your 
own  stuff.” 

My  shot  had  hit  home,  but  it  didn’t 
do  me  any  good.  The  two  men  stam- 
mered and  blushed,  but  a clear  voice 
rang  out  suddenly  in  the  courtroom, 
“Your  honor,  I protest  against  the  de- 
fendant’s interruption.  It  is  entirely  ir- 
relevant, for  we  are  trying  the  de- 
fendant, not  the  plaintiffs.  Besides,  I 
Marcus  Tullius  Cicero,  in  behalf  of  my- 
self and  two  of  my  clients— the  great 
warrior  and  statesman,  Gaius  Julius 
Caesar,  and  the  illustrious  and  noble 
general  and  historian  Xenophon — wish  to 


lodge  a charge  of  torture  in  the  first  de- 
gree against  this  scoundrel  here.  I will 
pass  over  the  many  times  that  he  has 
made  us  involuntarily  writhe  and  turn  in 
our  graves  at  his  horrible  renderings  of 
our  great,  and  especially  my,  great  works. 
He  should  be  punished  for  the  untold 
agony  he  has  caused  us  by  his  misinter- 
preting our  noble  words  and  then  stalling 
to  prevent  his  receiving  a plum.  O 
tempora,  O mores,  what  is  the  world 
coming  to  when  a fellow  like  this,  who 
has  caused  many  teachers  to  grow  gray 
hairs  before  their  time,  is  permitted  to 
do  these  abominable  deeds  and  still  get 
away  without  punishment?” 

Pluto  stroked  his  chin.  “A  very  serious 
case,  indeed,”  he  muttered. 

“But  your  honor,  let  me  explain,”  I 
tried  to  interrupt  frantically. 

“Silence,”  thundered  Pluto;  and  rising 
to  his  full  height,  he  reached  for  the  black 
cap.  “We,  the  court,  find  the  defendant 
guilty  of  all  charges  and  sentence  him  to 
the  dark  depths  of  Tartarus,  wherein  he 
shall  be  made  to  study  Latin  and  Greek, 
day  and  night,  for  the  rest  of  eternity, 
always  trying  for  a pass  mark  and  always 
receiving  forty-nine,  no  matter  how  hard 
he  tries  to  pass  the  tests  which  shall  be 
given  him  every  week.”  At  this  point  all 
the  accusers  began  to  sing  a Paean  in 
praise  of  the  judge.  The  old  fellow  con- 
tinued. “That  is  my  judgment.  I have 
spoken.  Dixi.” 

Suddenly  I sat  up  with  a start.  I 
breathed  a sigh  of  relief  and  I heard  my 
brother  singing,  “Is  it  true  what  they  say 
about  Dixie?” 

— Edward  L.  Schnaper,  ’37. 
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EDDIE  CANTOR  SPEAKS 


In  the  theatrical  atmosphere  of  his 
dressing-room,  “Eddie”  Cantor  first 
greeted  me  with  a jolly,  “Hello,  son;  what 
can  I do  for  you?” 

Encouraged  by  his  jovial  greeting,  I 
proceeded  to  ask  him  about  his  life.  He 
attributes  his  rise  to  fame  to  many  years 
of  hard  struggle  and  constant  ambition. 
His  education  was  very  brief.  He  com- 
plied with  his  parents’  request  and  left 
the  sixth  grade,  during  his  last  year  of 
schooling  to  go  to  work. 

It  is,  however,  his  earnest  belief  that 
a good  education  is  becoming  increasingly 
necessary  to  success  in  any  field.  Com- 
petition is  so  keen  in  the  business  world 
of  today  that  the  person  without  a good 
educational  background  generally  finds 
himself  handicapped.  It  is  often  said  that 
Eddie  Cantor  graduated  from  the  school 
of  hard  knocks  with  a “magna  cum 
laude”  degree. 

In  reference  to  the  opportunities  exist- 
ing in  the  “show  business”  for  a boy, 
this  noted  comedian  says,  “I  would  ad- 
vise no  one  to  enter  the  show-business 
unless  he  is  convinced  by  reliable  author- 
ities that  he  has  unusual  talent  to  offer 
the  theater.  Otherwise,  it  would  be  better 
for  him  to  concentrate  on  some  other 
profession.” 

The  requirements  of  the  stage  are,  first, 
in  the  case  of  the  head  of  a comic  troupe, 
a decided  originality.  In  the  case  of  the 
“stooge,”  an  apparent  ignorance  of  the 


fun  he  is  causing  is  essential;  an  inno- 
cent attitude  and  a good  sense  of  timing 
his  remarks  are  necessary.  These  are  the 
basic  qualifications  of  a good  comedian. 

The  remarkable  career  of  this  large- 
eyed comedian  was  commenced  when 
“Gus”  Edwards  discovered  him  in  an 
amateur  contest  held  at  Hammerstein’s 
Theater  in  New  York. 

Eddie  Cantor’s  boyhood  ambition  was 
to  make  people  laugh.  We  can  all  vouch 
for  the  amazing  manner  which  his  ambi- 
tion was  realized:  he  is  now  occupied  in 
making  people  laugh  uproariously.  His 
skill  in  choosing  capable  assistance  now 
adds  to  his  popularity. 


— F.  W.  Richmond. 
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JOKES 


1)  Where  do  hitchhikers  want  to  go? 
Thumbwhere. 

2)  Use  “disguise’’  in  a sentence.  He 
wore  dis-guise  suit. 

- — The  Monthly  Quiz. 

Teacher:  “Why  were  you  late  this 
morning,  Jones?” 

Jones:  “I  had  a nasty  fall,  sir.” 
Teacher:  “Where  did  you  fall?” 

Jones:  “The  alarm  clock  woke  me,  and 
I fell  asleep  again.” 

The  fire-gong,  loud  and  strong, 

Rang  out  once  again. 

The  teachers  stormed,  the  pupils  formed, 
And  ran  out  in  the  rain. 

But  there  was  no  fire,  my  one  desire, 
No  flames  that  roared  up  high. 

I’ll  go  insane  if  ever  again, 

The  fire-bells  sound  their  lie. 


“He’s  the  kind  of  fellow  who  thinks 
Henry  Clay  is  a mud  treatment  for  the 
face.” 

First  Teacher:  “He  has  a fine  train  of 
thought.” 

Second  Teacher:  “Yes,  but  it’s  a freight 
train.” 

First  Teacher:  “What  do  you  mean?” 

Second  Teacher:  “He  can’t  express  it.” 

“What’s  so  wonderful  about  Mt.  Vesu- 
vius? I’ll  bet  that  Niagara  Falls  can  put 
it  out  in  ten  minutes.” 

When  teacher  call  to  recite, 

Pupil  get  such  awful  fright, 

Be  he  dumb  or  be  he  bright, 
Never  know  if  wrong  or  right. 

How  I hate  the  wicked  lad, 

Who  reads  these  jokes  and  still  is  sad. 


GOING  UP 


“Going  up!  Going  up!  All  right  now; 
stand  far  back  in  the  elevator,  please  . . . 
That’ll  be  all;  full  car  . . . Stand  back 
there,  lady,  so  I can  close  the  door. 
That’s  it.” 

“What  did  you  say  you  wanted,  sir? 
Golf  bawr — ; excuse  me  a moment,  sir. 

“First  floor,  home  furnishings,  rugs, 
curtains,  upholster-ub-glub-gab-gug-and 
toilet  accessories.” 

“All  in;  going  up!  Stand  far  back  in 
the  car,  please.  Lady,  you’ll  have  to 
move  back  so  I can  shut  the  door.  That’s 
better.” 

“Now,  what  did  you  say  you  wanted, 
sir;  was  it  golf  clubs?  Oh,  golf  baw — ; 
oops!  just  a moment,  sir.” 

“Third  floor,  men’s  apparel;  socks, 
ties,  shirts,  suit-up-glub-gab— gug-and 
neckerchiefs.” 


“All  in!  Stand  back  in  the  car.  Lady, 
will  you  puh-leeze  stand  back  so  I can 
close  the  door?  There!” 

“Now  you  wanted  golf  bags,  didn't  you, 
sir?  Oh,  you  wanted  golf  baw — .” 

“Fourth  floor,  kitchenware;  dishes, 
china-ub-gub-gab-gug-and  bridge  sets.” 

“Going  up;  everybody  far  back  in  the 
car;  that’s  right.  Now,  madam,  will  you 
puh-leeze  stand  back  before  I lose  my 
temper?” 

“All  right  now,  sir;  it  was  golf  sweat- 
ers you  wanted,  wasn’t  it?  Oh,  it  was 
golf  balls.  Well,  I’m  sorry,  sir,  but  we 
went  past  your  floor.  You'll  have  to  wait; 
this  is  an  express  from  here  to  the 
fiftieth  floor.  Why!  sir,  what  did  you 
say?  Wh-what  are  you  doing  with  that 
umbrella  handle?  Wait!  Help!  Somebody 

do  som ! ” 

— Chas.  H.  Savage,  ’38. 
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LOVE  WISDOM 


It  came  to  pass  in  one  of  the  many 
rooms  wherein  Latin  was  taught  to  the 
pupils,  that  a test  was  being  given;  and 
it  was  a Latin  test;  and  the  questions 
were  difficult. 

Within  the  portals  of  the  room  sat  two 
young  boys,  one  aside  the  other;  and 
they  were  called  Ezekiel  and  Hezekiah; 
and  little  was  their  wisdom. 

They  wrote  diligently,  and  seemed  to 
have  understanding,  until  one  ceased,  per- 
plexed, and  gazed  thoughtfully  around 
the  room. 

The  master  noticed,  and  said  unto  him- 
self: “Behold!  Ezekiel  is  stuck!  But  I 
must  watch  him,  lest,  in  his  thoughtful 
gazing,  he  should  look  upon  another’s 
paper! ” 

Ezekiel  turned  towards  Hezekiah  and 
spake  unto  him  in  a low  voice,  saying: 
“Haste!  Showeth  unto  me  thy  paper!” 

And  Hezekiah  showed  his  writings  unto 
Ezekiel,  and  the  latter  saw,  and  the  mas- 
ter saw,  and  the  Prophet  of  Learning  was 
sore  vexed  to  know  which  of  the  twain 


MORE  JO 

Pupil:  “Sir,  I think  I've  lost  my  voca- 
bulary sheets:  I haven’t  come  across 
them  for  a long  time.” 

Teacher:  “Then  they  probably  are  in 
your  text-book.” 

First  boy:  “My  teacher  is  hard.  Every 
morning  he  asks  for  homelessons,  more 
homelessons,  and  more  homelessons. 

Second  boy:  “What  on  earth  does  he 
do  with  them  all?” 

First  boy:  “I  don’t  know.  I haven’t 
given  him  any  yet.” 

The  student  was  being  examined  by 
the  school  doctor,  but  he  absolutely  re- 


was  to  blame. 

Later  Ezekiel  again  ceased  writing,  and 
again  spake  unto  Hezekiah,  saying:  “I 
beseech  thee  to  show  me  thy  test  once 
more!  ” 

And  it  came  to  pass  that  Hezekiah 
shewed  him  the  writing  a second  time; 
and  Ezekiel  saw,  and  the  master  saw;  but 
this  time  the  master  saw  more  clearly, 
and  spake  aloud  unto  the  wrongdoers, 
saying:  “Hearken  unto  me!  It  is  written 
that  whosoever  is  discovered  committing 
the  most  low  and  the  most  serious  of  all 
crimes,  that  of  cheating,  shall  be  punished 
according  to  the  laws,  and  shall  receive 
a censure!  Know  ye  that  ye  are  thus 
chastised!  ” 

The  two  evil  ones  reddened  even  as 
beets,  as  they  sat  with  two  reproachful 
eyes  of  the  multitude  upon  them. 

And  so  it  came  to  pass  that  Ezekiel 
gat  twelve  marks,  and  Hezekiah  gat 
twelve  marks,  and  great  was  their  shame. 

— M.  J.  Horner.  ’38. 


KES  (?) 

fused  to  have  his  teeth  examined.  In 
desperation,  the  doctor  gave  another  boy 
a pin  and  told  him  to  push  it  in  the 
boy’s  hip  when  he  gave  the  signal.  In 
went  the  pin,  and  the  boy  opened  his 
mouth  to  yell.  The  doctor  propped  it 
open  and  cleaned  one  of  his  teeth. 

“It  didn’t  hurt,  did  it?”  said  the  doc- 
tor. 

“No,”  said  the  pupil,  “but  I never 
knew  that  the  roots  went  down  so  far.” 

Teacher:  “Jones,  I hear  that  you 
smoke  on  the  way  to  school.” 

Pupil,  (guiltily):  “Yes,  sir.” 

Teacher:  “Well,  save  me  the  coupons, 
will  you?” 
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HORATIO  AT  THE  GATE 


Horatio  was  the  first  to  leap  from  his 
crowded  orange  chariot  as  it  drew  up 
by  the  gate  of  the  great  iron-turreted  wall. 
Already  a large  mob  was  desperately  at- 
tempting to  enter  the  gates  apparently 
in  great  fear  of  some  impending  disaster, 
which  could  be  avoided  only  by  getting 
inside  immediately.  Unfortunately  the  pas- 
sage was  narrow  and  the  crowd  was  large. 
Shrieks  rose  hysterically  as  they  surged 
forward  and  fell  back  in  waves,  clutching 
their  precious  burdens  in  one  hand  and 
their  equally  precious  passes  in  the  other. 

The  two  keepers  of  the  gate  were  at- 
tempting to  assist  them  in  their  mad 
rush  to  enter  and  cursed  at  the  mad,  un- 
reasoning crowd,  which  could  not  realize 
that  if  it  waited  calmly,  its  purpose  would 
be  attained  much  more  speedily.  A few 
of  the  unfortunate  mob  who  did  not  have 
passes,  but  had  battled  their  way  to  the 
passage,  attempted  to  bribe  the  guard 
with  money;  but  their  offers  were  re- 
fused, and  they  had  to  turn  back  dis- 
consolately. Occasionally  one  of  the 
guards  dashed  out  temporarily  to  repel 


the  crowd  while  he  rescued  some  scream- 
ing unfortunate  who  had  been  pinioned 
against  a corner  of  the  gate  by  the  mad 
press. 

Horatio,  however,  seemed  versed  in  the 
art  of  maneuvering  through  such  a crowd 
without  being  trampled.  Without  paying 
any  heed  to  the  tactics  of  those  maddened 
ones  who,  in  their  frantic  haste,  were 
crushing  men  and  women,  he  calmly 
waited  on  the  outskirts  of  the  mob  until 
it  fell  back  after  one  of  its  forward 
surges.  Then,  clutching  his  precious  bur- 
den close  to  his  chest,  he  dashed  boldly 
forward.  Again  and  again  he  repeated  this 
maneuver.  Finally,  gasping  for  breath  and 
a little  bruised,  he  stood  before  the  open 
passage.  The  guard  pulled  him  forward, 
and  he  was  in!  He  congratulated  himself 
on  his  narrow  escape  as  he  gasped  wel- 
come lungfuls  of  fresh  air. 

With  a sigh  of  relief,  he  surrendered 
hie  carcheck  and  boarded  a Fields  Corner 
car. 

— Hyman  J . Steinhurst. 


AN  EXCUSE  AND  AN  APOLOGY 


Perhaps  you  wondered  why  the  R.R.R. 
gave  you  no  Christmas  poem  this  month? 
Well,  the  staff  poet  visited  the  widely 
known  poetess,  Gertrude  Stein,  and  con- 
versed with  her  at  length  on  the  sub- 
ject of  sur-realism,  as  portrayed  by  M. 
Dali.  After  he  returned,  he  was  asked  to 
tell  the  Staff  something  about  his  visit. 
He  offered  to  express  himself  in  rhyme, 
and  did  so  as  follows: 

Fancy,  fancy,  only  fancy 
Footprints  on  the  March  of  Time: 
Twice  is  thrice  and  mice  is  dice, 

Oh,  smell  the  speeding  columbine! 

In  the  spring  a young  man's  fancy; 

Is  he  really,  though? 

In  the  air  a checkered  pansy 
From  a cloudlet  seems  to  grow. 

Beneath  the  shredded  chestnut  tree, 


A noise  ....  what  can  it  be  I hear? 
Perhaps  the  dizzy  little  bee? 

'Tis  but  a wand'ring  can  of  beer. 

Xow  I lay  me  down  to  squeak, 

(A  pink  giraffe  is  taking  wing.) 

Is  that  sound  I see  a peep? 

Xo,  “Hark!”  the  herald  angels  sing. 

I wrote  my  name  upon  the  sand  . . . . 
“So  what?”  the  little  wavelets  say. 

A noise  comes  from  the  German  band  . . . 
Tis  like  a cross-eyed  donkey’s  bray! 

A book  of  verses  'neath  the  bough, 

You  think  me  “teched?”  I am,  and  how! 

The  last  line,  although  we  surmised  it 
at  the  beginning,  was  too  much.  He  did 
write  a Christmas  poem  for  the  R.R.R., 
however.  And  you  ought  to  have  seen  it! 
But  since  it  was  written  in  much  the 
same  vein,  thank  goodness  you  didn’t. 

— Ralph  W.  Alman,  ’38. 
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DECLAMATION 


A rumbling,  roaring,  crashing  sound, 

A shriek,  a cry  that  shakes  the  ground: 
A brief  respite  . . . and  then  once  more 
Begins  the  deafening,  horrid  roar. 

The  children  pipe  with  squeaks  and 
moans; 

The  elder  youth  bellows  and  groans; 
And  each  with  vengeance  spouts  his 
rhyme 

Without  regard  to  ears  or  time. 

They  speak  of  men,  of  death  and  life, 
Of  war  and  peace,  of  grief  and  strife, 
And  Casey’s  feat  and  Mudville’s  tears 
Descend  upon  defenceless  ears. 


The  mate  who  cooked  the  schooner’s  crew 
And  made  from  them  a seasoned  stew, 
And  Cyrano’s  great  nose  they  mock 
And  gibbet,  rack,  and  axeman’s  block. 

Below,  in  sleep,  the  pupils  stir, 

As  vaguely  in  their  dreams  they  hear 
The  raucous  shouts  and  eerie  shrieks; 
But  on  they  slumber  in  their  seats. 

But  now  ’tis  time — an  end  is  made. 

The  shouts  and  snores  in  silence  fade. 
The  pupil  rises  from  his  seat; 

The  Declamation  is  complete. 

— N.  Zeidman  & H.  Weiner,  ’37. 


BRUTUS’  GHOST  WALKS  AGAIN 


It  was  the  year  1937,  A.L.S.  ( After 
Latin  School).  On  the  platform  stood  Sa- 
pius Brutus,  the  ghost  of  the  ancient 
Brutus.  Below  him,  on  the  floor  of  the 
assembly  hall,  stood  two  thousand  stu- 
dents who  greeted  every  word  of  the 
orator  with  deafening  applause.  Hark! 
He  begins  again: 

Friends,  students,  sufferers,  hear  me  for 
my  cause  and  be  silent  that  you  may 
hear.  If  there  be  any  in  this  assembly, 
any  dear  friend  of  Greek  masters,  to  him 
say  that  his  love  of  Greek  is  no  greater 
than  my  own.  If  then  that  student  de- 
mand why  I rose  up  against  Greek,  this 
is  my  answer:  not  that  I loved  Greek 
less,  but  that  I loved  to  pass  more.  Had 
you  rather  study  Greek  and  die  all  rav- 
ing maniacs  or  that  Greek  were  abolished 
and  live  all  free-men?  As  I took  Greek. 
I prayed;  as  I puzzled  with  it,  I groaned; 
as  it  escaped  me,  I studied  it  the  harder; 
but  as  I failed  it,  I rose  in  rebellion. 


There  are  moans  for  its  noun,  groans  for 
its  verbs,  tears  for  its  moods,  and  jeers 
for  its  constructions.  Who  is  here  so  base 
that  he  does  not  respect  Greek  teachers? 
If  any,  speak;  for  him  have  I offended. 
Who  is  here  so  vile  that  he  would  not 
pass  Greek?  If  any,  speak;  for  him  have 
I offended.  I pause  for  a reply. 

Mob  ( all  except  two;  they  take  Ger- 
man): None,  Sapius,  None. 

Sapius:  Then  none  have  I offended.  I 
have  said  no  more  against  Greek  than 
you  will  say  against  Latin.  Here  comes 
a Greek  class,  looking  at  a corrected  test, 
pitied  by  you  all,  who,  although  you  had 
no  part  in  that  test,  will  soon  find  its 
traps  and  snares.  With  this  I depart,  that 
as  I denounced  Greek,  I have  the  same 
words  for  Latin  w'hen  they  are  needed. 
(Exit)  ( Bedlam ) ( Curtain  Call)  (Exit) 
(Crowd:  “For  he’s  a jolly  good  fellow, 
for  he’s  . . . .”). 

— Robert  Aronson,  ’38 
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MU5INGS 


Every  morning  at  half-past  eight, 

I sadly  march  through  the  gate, 

And  woefully  my  feet  do  hie, 

To  a room  two  stories  high. 

I sit  me  down  upon  a seat, 

And  under  a desk  I stretch  my  feet, 
And  when  the  master  upon  me  frowns, 
I wish  I were  in  the  Western  towns 
Where  men  are  men  and  no  tears  are  shed, 


Where  bandits  fight  and  cowboys  tread; 
Where  the  prairie  moon  shines  at  night, 
And  the  sunrise  is  a marvelous  sight. 
Where  I can  rock  myself  to  and  fro, 
And  watch  the  lights  that  softly  glow, 
And  hear  the  prairie  doggies  bark  . . . 
“INATTENTION!  TAKE  ONE 
MARK!” 

— Robert  Aronson,  ’38 


Honest,  Captain, 
that’s  at  ease. 


I’m  at  attention, 


it’s  the  uniform 
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PAPER 


Many  people  believe  that  white  paper  is  white.  In  reality  that  paper  is  a 
mixture,  psychologists  say,  of  gray  and  white.  If  examined  closely  and  if  held  up 
to  a bright  light,  you  can  see  this  is  possible.  Although  this  paper  feels  and  looks 
motionless  and  smooth,  it  is  composed  of  individual  rotating  atoms. 

After  taking  all  this  into  consideration,  I get  a strange  feeling,  knowing  that 
what  I’m  writing  on,  what  I’m  writing  with,  what  I’m  writing,  and  even  I,  who 
am  writing,  are  all  on  the  “go”. 

I wonder  how  the  atoms  of  the  paper  feel  when  their  related  atoms,  which 
compose  me,  create  additional  atoms  for  them  to  carry?  Are  they  thanking  me 
or  are  they  cursing  me? 

But  then,  my  conscience  is  free.  I burden  them  not  of  my  own  accord,  but 
because  of  my  master’s. 


— Earl  Wedrow,  ’41. 
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DAY  DIVISION 

' 

College  of  liberal  Arte 

Offers  a broad  program  of  college  subjects  serving  as  a foundation  for  the  understanding 
of  modem  culture,  social  relatione,  and  technical  achievement.  The  purpose  of  this  program 
is  to  give  tbe  student  a libera!  and  cultural  education  and  a vocational  competence  which 
fits  him  to  enter  some  specific  type  of  useful  employment,  • l 

College  of  Business  Administration 

Offers  a college  program  with  broad  and  thorough  training  in  the  principles  of  hurinem 
with  specialisation  in  Accounting,  Banking  and  Finance,  ot  Boainem  Management 
Instruction  is  through  lectures,  solution  of  business  problems,  class  disousrions,  motion 
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pictures  and  talks  by  business  men. 
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Provides  complete  college . 
of  Civil,  Mechanical  (With 
Electrical,  Chemical, 
Student*  select,  at 
specialise. 


College  of  Engineering 


> 

v'  • 

Co-operative  Plan 

j The  Co-operative  Plan  provides  for  a combination  of  pra 
cln^iroom  instruction.  Upperclassmen  earn  a portion  of 
busiueaa  contacts  which  prove  valuable  in  later  yean. 

I ttfif 

Degrees  Awarded 

■ wmmi 

EVENINO  division 
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Bachelor  of  Arts 

i W&M 


! industrial  experience  with 
school  expenses  «pd  make 
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k Y*i, 

Barhrfor  tf 


(Fob  Mek  and  Wowin) 

■ Vi */*?k*y  'J  if. ' -> 

Providing  complete  courses  of  university  grade  in  burinets  and  law,  for  hig I school  graduates 
who  find  it  nereseary  to  work  during  the  day  but  wish  to  study  for  further  advancement 

School  of  Business  i > ■ School  of  Law  \ 

Programs  in  Accounting  Management,  Four-year  course.  Confers  the  Lli  B. 

law  and  Business,  and  Id  Engineering  and  degree.  Graduates  of  this  school  eligible 

Businc.w,  under  instructors  actually  cn-  for  the  Massachusetts  Bar  Examination, 

gaged  in  the  fields  in  which  they  teach.  Cans  method  of  instruction  similar  to 

73%  ot  p.da.t«  hold  ceruti,,  pooiUoo.  tk,t  «-»»<*•<<<*>'  «*«*. 

in  business.  Preparation  for  the  C-P.A.  A School  of  high  standards  adapted  to 

examination*.  School  grants  B.  B.  A.  de-  the  needs  of  employed  men  and  women, 

gree.  Individual  courses  available  to  Alumni  outstandingly  successful  wi  low- 

spccial  students.  yens,  judges,  business  executives. 
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Graduates  of  Boston  Latin  . School  may  be  admitted  without  nominations  if  grades  an 
satisfactory  to  the  Department  ef  i 
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